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Now prostrate ! dead 1 behold that Caroline :
No maid cries, Charming 1 and no youth, Divine !
And lo, the wretch ! whose vile, whose insect lust
Laid this gay daughter of the spring in dust.
Oh, punish him, or to th' Elysian shades
Dismiss my soul, where no carnation fades I "
He ceased, and wept.    With innocence of mien,
Th5  accused  stood  forth,  and thus  addressed  the
queen :
" Of all the enamelled race, whose silv'ry wing
Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the spring,
Or swims along the fluid atmosphere,
Once brightest shined this child of heat and air,
I saw, and started from its vernal bow'r,
The rising game, and chased from fiow'r to flow'r.
It fled, I followed ; now in hope, now pain ;
It stopt, I stopt; it moved, I moved again.
At last it fixed, 'twas on what plant it pleased,
And where it fixed, the beauteous bird I seized :
Rose or carnation was below my care ;
I meddle, goddess !  only in my sphere.
I tell the naked fact without disguise,
And, to excuse it, need but show the prize;
Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye,
Fair even in death ! this peerless butterfly/5
" My sons 1 " (she answered) " both have done your
parts:
Live happy both, and long promote our arts.
But hear a mother, when she recommends
To your fraternal care our sleeping friends.